yOP-07-ME-THUMB               141
us-all if she finds they ain't gone. [CELESTE and ROSE go into
inner room to put on their hats and coats.} You show us that
present, Corpsie, or find some one to take y' out a Monday,
and then p'raps we'll see about believin' y'. Come, Rose.
[She goes into inner room L.
AMANDA [absently and waving her hand]. I have always loved
you, 'Orris. Now your patience is rewarded. Rise and take
me to my carriage.
ROSE [putting on her bat and helping CELESTE with her coat as
she and CLEM reappear with their things}. Carriage ! You find
somebody with a moke and a barrer to take y' to 'Amstead.
AMANDA [loftily}. I'm not goin' on Monday. Bank 'oliday 1
It's just for ordinary people as 'ave no prospex and nothing
better to think of.
ROSE. Oh, indeed. [She picks up basket back centre} Well,
I 'ope, Miss Amander Afflick, as you'll enjoy yours all alone
by y'r own self with nobody asked y' to go with 'em !
CLEM. Don't git run away with by a earl or anything like
that while we're out.
CELESTE. So long, Corpsie. Y' got to show us one of them
presents, y' know. 'Ere, wait for me, Rose.
[They troop out L. with their packages.
AMANDA [when the door has closed behind them sits still for a
moment or two. When she lifts her face it is seen to be working.
To herself}. Monday ! I should like to be goin' to 'Amstead
or anywheres. They might 'a? asked me to go with 'em. Some-
body might. Nobody never won't. Never, never, never.
'Oo wants me ? 'Oo could ? I couldn't. Oh, well.
[She sniffs dryly and getting up and moving to rack climbs
the chair again and takes down the rescued shirt. Very
carefully and lovingly she refolds it in its covering, holds
it to her for a moment and puts it back on the shelf.
She is turning once more to the room when the door is
flung open and HORACE GREENSMITH enters R. He
is a young workman of sufficiently ordinary appearance,
the type of navvy who may always be seen in London
breaking up main thoroughfares with sledge-hammer and
wedge.